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That Phoebus in his lofty race,
Oft lays aside his beams
And comes to cool his glowing face
In these delicious streams.
Oft spreading vines climb up the cleeves,
Whose ripen'd clusters there
Their liquid purple drop, which drives
A vintage through the year.
Those cleeves whose craggy sides are clad
With trees of sundry suits,
Which make continual summer glad,
Even bending with their fruits,
Some ripening, ready some to fall,
Some blossom'd, some to bloom,
Like gorgeous hangings on the wall
Of some rich princely room.
Pomegranates, lemons, citrons, so
Their laded branches bow,
Their leaves in number that outgo
Nor roomth will them allow.
There in perpetual summer's shade
Apollo's prophets sit,
Among the flowers that never fade,
But flourish like their wit;
To whom the nymphs upon their lyres
Tune many a curious lay,
And with their most melodious quires
Make short the longest day.
The thrice three Virgins heavenly clear
Their trembling timbrels sound,
Whilst the three comely Graces there
Dance many a dainty round.
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